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OVERVIEW 


notes on stories & contributors 


O..- of the fascinating things 
about doing Epic Illustrated is the 
interesting array of drop-in trade 
we get. Make no mistake, we 
only see people by appoint- 
ment. But, this being a part of 
Marvel Comics, a number of 
folks, when they're doing busi- 
ness elsewhere on the floor, like 
to drop by and say hello, or else 
some of our regulars will make a 
delivery with another friend or 
acquaintance in tow. We've had 
chance meetings with Japanese 
or European cartoonists whose 
work we've admired but whom 
we never quite thought we'd just 
bump into on our home turf. 
We've discovered some science- 
fiction authors whose writing 
we're gaga over have in turn 
been fans of things we've done. 
And we've had artists drift in 
whom we've been intending to 
peg to do something for us and 
never quite managed to corner 
them at the right time. This is- 
sue’s cover sort of came about 
that way. Berni Wrightson kind of 
drifted in with some of our pre- 
Christmas traffic and, as we 
hadn’t gotten anything out of 
himina while, we rather routinely 
asked (since we knew he was up 
to his inkwell in a graphic novel 
or two) if he ever got free, maybe 
he could do a cover for us. Well, 
it turned out Berni already had 
something going that he was 
working on just for fun. And 
what he began outlining to us, 
was the project that is covered in 
the article that ties in with his 
cover. So, while it’s good form to 
have appointments, it’s sort of 
nice to have drop-in trade too. 


THE SIGN 

We seem to be on sort of a roll as 
far as running the artwork of 
Kent Williams is concerned. With 
another appearance slated for 
next issue, this mild-mannered 
young graduate of Pratt Institute 
may just set some kind of record 
for consecutive stories run 
without being part of a con- 
tinuing series. Actually, this is a 


somewhat longer job than usual 
and particularly impressive to us 
for the way Kent managed to 
suggest Japanese screen paint- 
ing styles in his approach to the 
layout and design of the piece as 
well as his use of watercolor. 
Kent had requested a story with 
a samurai setting and our resi- 
dent expert, managing editor Jo 
Duffy, was quick to oblige him. 
For those of you more familiar 
with Jo from her editorial asso- 
ciations with us (she handles 
Dreadstar, Groo, Dreadstar and 
Company, Swords of the Swash- 
bucklers, and our up-and-coming 
Elfquest and Black Dragon titles 
as well as her work on Epic), you 
should check out her writing on 
the Marvel Star Wars comic or 
make a comic book store owner 
happy and buy some back issues 
of Powerman & Iron Fist that she 
wrote. In an age of a great 
number of dreadfully serious 
comics, Jo is one of the few 
writers who consistently bal- 
ances straightforward adventure 
with humor. That said, The Sign is 
amore sober story but one that 
brings a fresh approach to 
sword-and-sorcery. 


UNICORN AUTUMN 

We mentioned drop-in trade 
and appointments earlier. Alix 
Berenzy came to us just the way 
you're supposed to do it. A re- 
cent graduate of the Philadelphia 
College of Art, she phoned us 
several days in advance of mak- 
ing her trip into New York and 
made an appointment to show 
her portfolio. The thing we most 
often find in looking at port- 
folios is that most people aren't 
ready yet. The thing we found in 
looking at Alix’s portfolio is that 
she was. The hitch was that her 
style didn’t really lend itself to 
comics, which is, with some em- 
bellishments, what we specialize 
in. But one of the neat things 
about Epic is that while most of it 
is comics, all of it doesn’t have to 
be. Alix was game to try an illus- 
trated story and, impressed by a 


sample she had of a really great 
looking unicorn, we put togeth- 
er this one for her. Unicorn 
Autumn, like most of Alix’s work, 
is done with white pencil on 
black paper. We asked her how 
she happened to hit upon this 
particular way of working. She 
said she got the idea when, dur- 
ing her art school days, her 
brother tried to talk her into 
doing paintings on the side of 
his van. Being a serious artist, 
she, of course, refused. But her 
brother's van was black, and the 
more she thought about work- 
ing ona dark surface like that, 
the more she liked it. So far as 
we know, her brother's van is still 
undecorated, but Alix has a 
unique illustration technique 
that’s kept her busy doing art for 
children’s books. Currently she’s 
engaged in writing and illustrat- 
ing her own version of The Frog 
Prince, in which several pub- 
lishers are already interested. 


THE FIX 

Back in our August 1982 issue, 
we ran a story by Pepe Moreno— 
who most of you will remember 
for his long-running series in 
these pages, Generation Zero— 
called Survival. It was a black- 
and-white story about a colo- 
nist’s return to an earth long 
desolate and destroyed. When 
Pepe delivered the story to us, 
he mentioned it was based on 
another story he had done, in 
color, that had been taken as an 
unpaid inventory story for an- 
other magazine and apparently 
lost (some magazines don’t pay 
for material until publication). 
Survival was a totally different 
story but utilized some xeroxed 
panels from the original color 
job. Eventually, after we had run 
Survival, the other story finally 
turned up. Pepe got it back from 
the other magazine. When we 
saw it, we were rather intrigued 
with both the similarities and the 
differences and how they com- 
bined to make two separate 
stories. We also, as always, were 


knocked out by Pepe's drafts- 
manship and incredible 
handling of the markers and 
dyes he works with for color.So, 
for those of you who have the 
issue with Survival in it, you may 
get a kick out of comparing it 
with The Fix. For those of you 
who don’t, we think you'll find it 
a great-looking and gruesomely 
sardonic little tale. 
JOURNEY TO OUTER-EARTH 
We don’t know if it’s the con- 
tinually good weather in San 
Diego where he makes his 
home, but Rick Geary remains 
one of the most unique and 
unpigeonholeable cartoon- 
illustrators around. He does 
advertising art, he does un- 
derground cartoons, and he 
does delightful fantasies like this 
one that can kind of make you 
smile and feel a little sad at the 
same time for the characters he 
portrays. Whatever the secret, 
we hope Rick staunchly stays un- 
typecast and keeps on favoring 
us with these little gems every 
now and again. 
CEREBUS: 
SELLING INSURANCE & 
THE GIRL NEXT DOOR 
Speaking of little gems, readers 
have been responding so well to 
the adventures of everyone's fa- 
vorite aardvark when he was a 
little boy, we’ve decided to run 
two of them this time. For those 
of you who aren't frequenters of 
comics shops, Cerebus is the 
creation of Dave Sim and a 
monthly black-and-white comic 
from his Aardvark-Vanaheim pub- 
lications. Cerebus’s specialty is 
drinking, playing cards, and, 
currently, being Pope. Dave's 
specialty is satirizing everything 
from barbarians to parliamentary 
procedure. Dave wrote, pen- 

ind inked the figures 

. His co-worker, Gerhard, 
did the elaborate rendering and 
really exquisite color; his reward 
for this is that Dave has a cam- 
paign underway to provide him 
with a first and/or last name. 

—Archie Goodwin 
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FEEDBACK 


letters & comments 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

Although I’ve been picking up Epic 
Illustrated since the first issue | can 
honestly say that | have not enjoyed an 
entire issue as much as the one | have 
just put down, (#28). | do wish you 
would start putting the issue number 
on the front cover. 

Everything about the book made it 
stand out above and beyond the past 
ones. The collection of talent defi- 
nitely had a lot to do with my feelings. 

I must admit, though, that the Cere- 
bus story is by far and away my favor- 
ite. | have just not seen enough of it in 
mainstream comics. Sure there’s Groo, 
Blue Devil, Cerebus and more, but 
good humor is very hard to find. 
(Please, no ice cream jokes.) Even the 
regular Cerebus title itself has alien- 
ated me to a degree with its constantly 
ongoing political episodes. Too much 
is too much. 

But | digress. 

Training Cycle also struck me as 
something both thought provoking, 
science-fictionish and humorous in a 
strange sort of way. | think the artwork 
stands on its own as a very strong 
storytelling device, making any words 
totally unnecessary. This in itself is 
high praise indeed. A mood was set. A 
story told. All with just one word 
spoken. | applaud Steve Sabella. 

| realize | have not commented on 
everything in the issue. Needless to 
say, if | did so this letter would be at 
least three times its current size. 

Does Mark Bodé plan on doing any- 
thing with any of his father’s other 
characters? 

Let me go before | ramble on any 
more. If you have not noticed by now, | 
thoroughly enjoyed this issue. Keep 
up the good work. 


Johnny Loumax 
Jersey City, N) 


So far as we know, Johnny, at present 
Mark Bodé has made no firm plans to 
continue any more of the works begun 
by his late father. He has mentioned that 
certain of the characters were fully real- 
ized and finished during Vaughn’: life- 
time, or too personal to their creator for 
another cartoonist to even successfully 
carry on. However, it may be, that after 
completing this segment of Cobalt 60, 
Mark may choose to do another new se- 
rial about the character with writer Larry 


Todd. Or he may pick up on another of 
Vaughn’s old stories. Or he may fool us 
all, and come up with something else 
entirely. 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

As a collector from the start. | really 
enjoyed the February issue. 

l especially liked the cover. If we had 
evolved that way they would clip our 
tails at birth instead of circumcising us. 

Until next issue. 

Steve Davis 
Michigan City, IN 


Nonsense. We don’t know about you, 
Steve, but we think nice, long tails are 
lovely, and ought not to be mutilated. 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

I have been with Epic every step of 
the way. A pattern is emerging, gener- 
ally the reproduction of the magazine 
is slick and attractive. But oft-times, 
the story is weak and obtuse. The 
staffers on Epic are supposed to be 
seasoned professionals. 

One of the most glaring errors made 
by you, Mr. Goodwin, is to let a piece 
get by which has too much dialogue 
and not enough illustrations. The Ever- 
lasting Tag (February 1985) by Rick 
Veitch is a classic example. A suc- 
cessful comic book story has not one 
whit more dialogue than is necessary. 
Veitch’s work is messy, it wounds the 
eye. As for story, it is junk. 

Dragonslander does not bear out the 
allegation that its author, Robert Rodi, 
is a working pro. It bears a re- 
semblance to many works that appear 
in high school newspapers. 

Training Cycle is well drawn, but | 
don’t get the point. | have read about 
Cerebus only in Epic’s pages and while 
the drawing is good, Cerebus doesn’t 
seem very likeable. 

The Last Galactus Story, one hopes, 
lives up to its title’s promise. Galactus’ 
headgear reminds me of a garbage 
disposal. 

The lettering in Toadswart detracts 
from the story. The storyline is club- 
footed, heavy-handed, flea-brained, 
and dull. 

The last three issues of Epic have 


started to slide. Crude language and 
weak stories have been the rule. No 
commanding figure of fiction has ma- 
terialized out of the welter of the past 
issues. 

Cobalt 60 is badly drawn, tedius, 
uninspired. Larry Todd, the writer of 
this wretched series, should study 
Pogo Possum cartoons to learn how to 
carry out satirical, social and political 
themes. 

None of Epic’s heroes are real 
enough to make the reader remember 
them. They have no personality. But of 
course, that is a fault of all mainstream 
comics, especially Marvel Comics. In 
your graphic novels, all you are doing 
is contriving endless clones of Super- 
man, Spider-man, Conan, and the 


Hulk. 
Mike Grogan, 


Arkadelphia, AR 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

I've been reading Epic since the ear- 
ly issues (about issue #14) and have 
never seen or read something that im- 
pressed me enough to write to you 
about. 

| enjoyed issue #28 very much, but 
especially liked The Atlanta Fantasy Fair 
Portfolio. | always like seeing the la- 
bors of new artists as well as the old 
pros. After looking through the ten il- 
lustrations you chose from the hun- 
dred and fifty, | was left wanting to see 
more. | would like to see more collec- 
tions of amateur art as well as the port- 
folios you have been printing in past 
issues. | found Cliff Sister by Michael J. 
White and Alan A. Patton’s painting to 
be the best of the bunch. | also was 
impressed by Ed Cherniga’s and Lucille 
Staszak’s renderings. 

lf | had my way, | would have an extra 
issue published with nothing but 
pieces by new artists. Let's see what 
the new people have to offer the art 
world. 

Eric Brooks 
Castro Vy., CA 


Asa matter of fact, every time we print 
a first job by a talented creator, you’re 
seeing what the new people have to offer, 
Eric. We had a lot of fun doing the Atlan- 
ta portfolio, though, so we certainly 
aren’t ruling out the possibility of doing 
another amateurs portfolio. 


(continues on page 66) 
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NFINITY 


where 
Rock and Fantasy 
art meet 


Amphibian Weather 
by Glenn Pepple 


Since the emergence of acid rock in the Sixties, when album covers 
and concert posters stretched for ever wilder visuals to match the 
music, there has been a close bond between rock and fantasy art and 
imagery. Into the Seventies, more and more album covers utilized the 
talents of such established fantasy artists as Frank Frazetta (an entire 
series of Molly Hatchet albums), Richard Corben and Berni Wrightson 
(the first two Meat Loaf albums), and many others. 


All artwork © 1985 fo the individual artists 
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Dog Star 


by 


aina Graziunas 


Lepidopter Ride 
by Anita F Barbour 


With Infinity, Woodstock-based 
musician and writer Spider 
Barbour has created an album 
of songs that all conjure up— 
sometimes wittily and 
playfully; sometimes 
hauntingly—their own fantasy 
and science-fiction style 
subjects. As the project took 
form, his wife, Anita, an artist 
herself, suggested having 
drawings done to accompany 
the Infinity lyrics sheet when 
he was ready to submit his 
demo tapes to the record 
companies. The Woodstock 
area is home to many artists 
associated with fantasy 
illustration and comics. Most 
of them were friendly with 
Spider and Anita. 


Some Fish Can Fly 
by Jim Starlin 


Reading the lyrics and listening to the initial 
tapes, the artists—many of them contributors 
to Epic and Marvel, such as Jim Starlin, 
Berni Wrightson, Jeffrey Jones, Jon J Muth, 
Daina Graziunas, and Dan Green—became 
more and more caught up in the 
project. Simple drawings expanded into 
full scale paintings in many cases. 
Some work literally represented the lyrics or 
title, others took the mood of the music into 
more personal visions. The result is a more 
unique and total meshing of rock and fantasy 
than has normally been done before. 


Meral Man 
by Bemi Wrightson 


Erebus Odora 
by Jeffrey Jones 


Intrigued by the premise, we made arrangements to print 
the art portfolio. The Infinity demo tapes are still being refined 
by Spider Barbour and submission of the material to 
record companies hasn't begun yet. It may be some time 
before it actually becomes an album. Until then, the art 
exists here, and through it, the music of Infinity. 


The Great Chameleon 
by Alin Wilson 


Lime Horizons by Dan Green 


Coming at you metallurgically, 

was made before your time. 

Maybe you just don't remember me, 
Burt you drove me around in your prime, 
And | showed you a pretty wild time. 


—from METAL MAN 


Cause it's over your head, 

its much too much to handle. 

Strings of zeroes pouring out across the page 
and over the edge of your mind, 

won't make a dent in the world. 


—from INFINITY 


ts na 
ItCame From Beneath the Sea 
by Alex Bialy 


Has a funny name, Erebus odora, 

born of forest flora where it once survived. 

Wouldn't it be great to see alive? 

But its forest home is too far south to walk to, 

And no one you can talk to has ever heard its name 
or.can recall seeing it sadly framed. 


—from EREBUS ODORA 


e 


SYNOPSIS 


FE 56, king of the Radio People, is dead. So is his queen, AU 80. To 
all appearances, they were killed by one of the ravaging bands of 
mutants who live in the wastelands beyond Radio City. Since their 
deaths, the new rulers, Strontium 90 and his prime 
Polonium 210, have conducted a reign of terror against the 
increasingly violent and antagonistic mutants. The Holy Molders, 
priests of human genetics, seek out and purge any who show signs 
of even marginal mutation. Mutants themselves are slaughtered 
by the military, and sterilization edicts are issued. But, in one vital 
matter, Strontium is prepared to risk the goodwill of his strongest 
supporters. BBC, heiress to the Radio throne, is approaching 
maturity, and despite the disapproval of the priests and his 
advisers, Strontium intends to wed her. 


However, unknown to any of them, a far better claimant to the 
throne still exists. Cobalt 60, the son of FE 56 and AU 80, was sent 
away to safety while he was still a child, and raised by a marginal 
mutant. Now, grown to manhood, he keeps his features hidden by 

a hood of white cloth and strikes for the mutants, without 
warning, killing those he was born to rule. 


But Cobalt 60 has friends among the non-mutants—including 
Franklin Gothic Green, who is upset, for aliens have been mining 
and destroying his precious archaeological dig sites. Worse, these } 

aliens, the Bigeyes, have formed a temporary alliance with the 

Radio people, to seek ancient nuclear weapons and the lost | 
wealth of the legendary IRS. To thwart them, Cobalt and Franklin | 
have formed their own alliance with the Croc cavalry, an army of 
crazed, ravenous mutants whose leader General Hisstory is for 
some reason devotedly loyal to Cobalt 60. / 
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BOOKVIEW 
by Jo Duffy 


Ussane this month’s list of fantasy 
and science-fiction books not to be 
missed is Judith Martin’s latest—Miss 
Manners’ Guide to Rearing Perfect Chil- 
| dren, a companion volume to the ear- 
lier, highly successful Miss Manners’ 
Guide to Excruciatingly Correct Be- 
havior. Martin (in her guise as Miss 
| Manners) is not only a witty person 
(open at random to almost any page of 
this book, and you'll probably find 
yourself smiling, chuckling, orin help- 
less tears of laughter), she is a warm, 
wise, and sensible one as well. Eti- 
quette is a funny business, about 
which most people have the most ex- 
traordinarily funny ideas, and Miss 
Manners realizes it. There are no ar- 
cane practices subscribed to here, 
and few great mysteries unveiled. 
Courtesy is, one realizes as one reads, 
| largely a matter of kindness and com- 
monsense, practiced in the interests 
of enabling all (or most) of us to rub 
along comfortably together, and even 
the most complex social pattern can 
usually be mastered, once one sees 
how Miss Manners has distilled it down 
toa few easily memorized rules. (Or, if 
you really do forget something, just go 
back to the book.) 
| It is a scintillating piece of writing. 
| The world of Miss Manners’ description 
| seems rich and strange and romantic, 
like the setting of some great novel of 
the past. Yet the issues she deals with, 
in her measured, ladylike way, are 
largely of the most mundane and mod- 
ern sort, from the endless aggrava- 
tions of handling those who insist on 
turning the households of divorced 
persons into armed camps, to such se- 
rious and delicate problems as how 
one continues to coexist with a family 
member who may have molested, or 
contemplated molesting, one’s child. 
As for why a non-fiction book of the 
social graces has earned a place in this 
column, | can only state that while lam. 
aware that this is an area in which | 
myself am sadly deficient and improv- 
ing only slowly, with much backsliding 
along the way (honestly, my parents 
are dear, civilized people who reared 
me well, but I’m inherently barbaric), 
Miss Manners’ thesis—that we live in a 
world where people not only ought to 
be, but genuinely attempt to be polite 
to friends, relatives, and strangers 


alike—is one of the loveliest fantasies I 
can imagine. 

Has success spoiled Douglas Adams? 
Apparently. So Long, and Thanks for All 
the Fish, the latest sequel to the hi- 
larious Hitch-Hiker’s Guide to the Gal- 
axy trilogy, is one of the most appalling 
pieces of tripe I’ve ever read. And 
frankly, I'm alittle surprised, and more 
than a little relieved, to find | feel this 
way. Because | myself ama writer. And 
like most writers, | have an ego that’s 
as fragile as tissue paper, and as edged 
and obnoxious as a razor blade. So, 
whenever | read something really 
smashing and impressive, | first enjoy 
it, and then wish !’d written it myself, 
and then decide I'll never measure up, 
or if | do, my work will never be pub- 
lished anyway, so who'll know? For 
dessert, if I’m feeling really masochis- 
tic, | try to find out how old the author 
was when it was written, and compare 
it with what | had done by the same 
age/or try to figure out how much | 
have to improve how fast to measure 
up by the time I’m that old. Yet, after 
four years of feeling that way 
whenever | read something by Douglas 
Adams, my chief reaction to a really 
bad book from him is one of disap- 
pointment. 

Adams can still turn a phrase more 
neatly than almost anyone else, yet 
somehow, he has gone way off the 
track here, retreading old ground to 
the serious detriment of his earlier sto- 
ties. He is loved and popular and suc- 
cessful and, | hope, as rich as he richly 
deserves to be, but one cannot escape 
the impression that this entire novel is 
a series of self-confident addresses to 
his supporters. | wonder if it would 
make any sense whatsoever to a per- 
son who was previously unfamiliar 
with the series and so lacked access to 
the constant in joking that goes on. 

Since those jokes that are not “in” 
are glib without being funny, and 
Adams has abandoned the fantastic 
symbols of alien creatures and civiliza- 
tions, and set his satiric sights directly 
on the obvious targets of our own daily 
life—the Sony Walkmen, the vidiots, 
the Southern Californians, the 
weather—the humor seems forced, 
self-indulgent, and bitchy. 

Douglas Adams’ other recent book— 
The Meaning of Liff—left me more than 


cold; it chilled me. It was a collab- 
orative effort with John Lloyd, one of 
the masterminds behind television's 
achingly funny Not the Nine O’Clock 
News, and therefore, presumably, a 
very funny man, and | still don’t under- 
stand how two people of such talent 
and credentials as Adams and Lloyd 
could have come up with this one. 
Briefly, Liff is a dictionary of place 
names which the authors found intrin- 
sically amusing, and for which they 
wrote a series of newand unlikely defi- 
nitions. | can’t quote any of them here, 
because | never intend to open the 
book again. It is so full of graphically 
revolting images (even the most in- 
nocuous entries are cross-referenced 
to something horrible) that it’s dread- 
ful to contemplate anyone being able 
to sustain their creation for an entire 
book. Admittedly, there is humor to be 
found in the strangest and most inap- 
propriate things, and there is an occa- 
sional allure to the prurient and the 
juvenile for most of us, but while my 
endurance held, | found reading The 
Meaning of Liff rather like watching 
and listening as a group of eight-year- 
olds read skin magazines together, 
then took a refreshing swim through a 
cesspool, and rounded the whole 
thing out by sorting through the used 
bandage bin at the local hospital. 

So, to those of you who are Douglas | 
Adams fans, convinced that he would 
go on forever, writing splendid stories 
about the cast of the Hitch-Hiker 
books, | must with apologies offer you 
one in joke, and a word of advice: 
Panic. 

We would like to take this oppor- | 
tunity to recommend that those of you 
who have not already done so run 
right out and purchase a copy of How 
to Draw Rocks—A Complete Guide (Se- 
crets from a Master) by sometime Epic 
Illustrated contributor Ken Macklin, in 
cooperation with West Coast artist 
Garry Winnick. While the cover price 
of this slender little volume may seem 
a bit steep to the casual browser, the 
clear, easy-to-decipher illustrations 
and lucid, step-by-step instructions 
mark itas an invaluable reference tool, 
both for the collector and for any pro- | 
fessional who wishes to hone his ap- 
proach to an always difficult subject. 


UNICORN 
AUTUMN 


art by Alix Berenzy 
story by Archie Goodwin 


Tre unicorn was weary. Once, he felt certain, such a feeling was as alien to him as the land he now 
walked. Once. Some hazy time when his quest had begun. Dry leaves skittered past his hooves. The 
breeze that chased them was touched by cold. Another season was fading. As the magic had. As his 
kind had with it. He could no longer recall how many seasons had passed since that awareness 
came. No more than he could recall when he last found a trace, the slightest hint of another 
unicom, Still, as seasons came and went, he traveled, seeking areas ever more remote from the 
fields of men, uncertain if what started as a quest was any more now than mere wandering. 


Art © 1985 Alix Berenzy. Story © 1985 Archie Goodwin. 


I, his weariness, the 
unicom did not notice at 
what point the endless 
forest, barren and lonely, 
devoid even of the sound 
of birds, became some- 
thing more. 


The ruin was vast. Too 
vast, despite encroach- 
ing trees and bramble, 
for the forest to over- 
come. Scarred, broken 
columns thrust like pale 
ghosts above pools 
tumed dark, moumfully 
stagnant. The unicom 
quickened his stride, 
excited in spite of him- 
self by the magnificence, 
no matter how disfigured 
by the harsh passage of 
time or fury of the 
elements. 


H. heard whispers 
here. Whispers of a 
younger world. A world 
that had belonged to 
him and others like him. 
A world where beauty 
was honored, and life 
had purpose. His gait 
slowed. With each shat- 
tered flagstone, each 
fallen comice, each 
pond grown brackish 
with waste, the whispers 
tumed mocking. The 
desecration appeared 
far-reaching as the ruins 
themselves. The unicom 
wondered that nature 
could be so relentlessly 
thorough. 


Then, in a small, shadowed courtyard 
obscured by the far larger plaza that it 
adjoined, he found the statue. 


E along time, the unicorn stared, un- 
moving, The statue seemed more finely 
carved than other chipped and crumbling 
examples he had passed, Though the ped- 
estal was stained, the white marble figure 
rising from it was without blemish, perfect 
in its purity amid the surrounding ruin. The 
unicorn continued to stare until at last 
darkness obscured the stone form's graceful 
features. The night was cold. The unicom 
found shelter and, in time, sleep. With the 
sleep came dreams, hazy, yet filled with 
promise and hope. 


ae in the small and darkest hours, 
noises brought him awake. Scratching. Scut- 
tling. Followed by voices, rasping and ugly. 


Tus Twisted and bent as the trees of the forest from which they came swarming. Their tools and 
weapons clattering and banging, the horde swept across the plaza beyond where the unicom had 
taken shelter. Gleefully, they fell upon any structure or statuary still upright. Toppling. Pounding. 
Crushing, Some pieces of marble were carted back into the forest darkness, perhaps to become 
caims or altars to whatever dark Gods were worshipped by trolls. But of use or not, nothing was 
spared, This work was their pleasure. Their picks and their pry bars struck out at any object which 
caught their glittering eyes. 


Av inevitably, in the small courtyard off the main plaza, something did. 


avec the unicorn 
witnessed their howling 
assault, at first in shock 
as the gnarled figures 
heaved mightily at the 
coils and lines attached 
to bring the statue 
down, then finally... 


Race Hewasamong | 


the trolls before they 
sensed his presence. 
Hooves flashing, strik- 
ing. His head ducked 
and darted, thrusting the 
great spike that jutted 
proudly from his brow. 
Again and again. With 
each thrust, each swing 
and jerk of the unicom’s 
head, a troll died. 


And more swarmed to 
take the place of the 
fallen. The unicorn had 
fury and strength. The 
trolls had numbers. And 
rope. And weapons, And 
the blind, brute courage 
of creatures bom with- 
out imagination. They 
died. But still they came 
on, massing, circling, 
closing ever more tightly 
upon the pale marble 
statue's lone defender. 


ibe there were no 
more. The ruins were 
still. The grating howls 
of the trolls, the crash 
and din of their 
weapons, no longer 
echoed. The only sound 
was the unicom, drawing 
slow, racking breaths. 
And those, too, were 
fading. 


H. sank to the ground 
at the base of the statue. 
From the cold night sky, 
snow was beginning to 
fall. Autumn was over. 
Only Winter remained. 
The unicom shuddered, 
not from the cold, but 
his pain. He was dying. 
But here, surrounded by 
the final splendor of a 
different age, he was no 
longer weary. 


i unicorn looked up 
to the unmarred beauty 
of the statue's face. 
Through the drifting 
snowflakes, the features 
seemed to soften. One 
touched the statue's 
smooth marble cheek. 
And it clung there, as his 
vision dimmed, glisten- 
ing like a tear. 


_ 
MEDIAVIEW. 
by Dennis O’Neil 


Magical power, 
Marvelous action! 
Chopping wood, 
carrying water... 
—Zen poem 


ohn Carpenter’s movie Starman un- 
confused me about the Bernhard Goetz 
case, and for that I’m grateful. 

The morning of the day | saw Starman 
the papers were full of Goetz’s acquittal. 
Goetz, you may remember, admitted 
shooting and wounding four teenagers 
armed with screwdrivers on a Manhat- 
tan subway after one of them asked him 
for five dollars. | remember my reflex 
reaction when | first heard the story. | 
thought, “Good for him, whoever he 
was.” Then | was shocked at myself. I’m 
usually not vindictive. I’m not a 
weapons freak. I’m probably not even in 
favor of capital punishment. To me, 
violence is ugly unless it is controlled 
and put at the service of art. Yet | had 
silently cheered this subway gunman. 

Later, after I’d learned more details, 
my approval began to be flavored with 
doubt. Goetz, the papers said, had done 
more than defend himself. He had fol- 
lowed two of the youngsters into an ad- 
joining car and shot them in the back, 
possibly endangering other pas- 
sengers. Nothing heroic about that, 
nothing noble. Those last shots, its 
seemed, were fired by an angry, irra- 
tional man, and there was little excuse 
for them. But still, | was hoping for ft 
ther extenuating circumstances—I 
wanted Goetz to be totally justified. 

The New York media were quick to 
observe that life was imitating art. Any 
number of movies in recent years had 
portrayed a lone, courageous citizen 
avenging the innocent by taking zeal 
and bullets to the street—Death Wish, 
Death Wish ll, Fighting Back, Sudden Im- 
pact and 10 To Midnight, to name a few. | 
saw most of these in a Brooklyn theater 
serving a blue-collar neighborhood— 
the kind of.area my mother would call, 
rightfully, a decent neighborhood—and 
not since | heard the cheers accompany- 
ing the St. Louis Cardinals winning the 
World Series in 1965 have | heard such 
unanimous joy among so many people 
as when the on-screen good guys blew 
away the psychopunks. Nor was | a de- 
tached observer. | responded as heart- 
ily, if not as noisily, as anyone in the 
place. The part of me whose job it is to 
contemplate and criticize mass enter- 
tainment realized | was being manipu- 
lated, shamelessly, and none too 
cleverly at that, but the part of me who. 
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walks the streets and rides the subways, 
who's felt a mugger’s knife against the 
throat, didn’t care; | loved seeing the 
bastards get theirs. 

Walking home after the show, Larry 
The Kid and | would argue. “How can 
you stand that stuff?” he’d ask. “All it 
does is glorify killing.” 

“I'm not saying it’s moral or valid or 
even good cinema,” I'd replied. “But 
did you hear that audience? It really hit 
‘em where they live. I’ve got to ask what 
that means. | think it means that those 
folks have lost faith in the system. 
They’re feeling like victims, and they're 
sick of it. Their whole lives, they've be- 
haved honorably and their reward is 
that they're living in terror. These 
movies are, ina way, folk art. They’re not 
sophisticated—as modern movies go, 
they're pretty crude—but they do speak 
to their audience's gut issues.” 

“They're not speaking to them, 
they're exploiting them,” Larry had 
replied. 

“Maybe,” I'd conceded. “The distinc- 
tion between ‘speaking to’ and ‘exploit- 
ing’ is one I'm not sure how to make. 
And anyway, all art, of any kind, exploits 
its subject matter to some degree.” 

“Depends on how you define 
‘exploit’.” 

We never settled the argument. We 
just stopped going to those kinds of 
movies. 

Now, a year later, Bernhard Goetz had 
used his revolver and, along with most 
New Yorkers, | read every word the pa- 
pers printed about the case. We specu- 
lated aloud: what would the grand jury 
do? Would Goetz beat it? Or would they 
want to make an example of him? Last 
Friday, the jury dismissed charges of at- 
tempted murder against Goetz; instead, 
he'll stand trial for illegal weapons pos- 
sessions. Clearly, this is a kind of vin- 
dication—a moral victory. 

| didn’t know whether to applaud or 
lament. How could | be so utterly con- 
flicted? 

| hoped for something—a telegram 
from God?—to help me decide what 
| felt. 

Starman did it. Art does that some- 
times—tells you what you don’t know 
you already know. 

Structurally, Starman is a straight-on 
action flick. The plot has an extrater- 
restrial crash-landing in a rural area, as- 
suming the guise of a recently deceased 
house painter—he reconstructs the 
human’s body from a lock of hair—and, 
with the aid of the man’s widow, at- 
tempting to reach a site where a space 
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ship can rescue him. The couple is pur- 
sued by a military officer who assumes 
for no real reason that the alien is 
unfriendly, and is clearly planning 
unpleasantness for the visitor. The of- 
ficer wants to take him alive, but is will- 
ing to take him dead if that’s not 
possible. Director John Carpenter does 
his usual nice job of wringing maximum 
suspense from what is essentially a very 
simple situation. As a thriller, Starman is 
quite satisfying. 

But Starman’s greatest virtues are not 
in its story, but rather in Carpenter's use 
of locale and homey, ordinary things. 
He gives us a highway at dawn so vividly 
that | ached to be there and a truck stop 
at midnight so real | could smell the 
coffee. He reminds us of how wonderful 
an ordinary stretch of country road can 
be, of what a beautiful country the 
United States is—not by displaying the 
Grand Canyon or the Rockies, but by 
inviting us to look at what we usually 
don’t bother to see. When his alien dis- 
covers food for the first time, we re- 
member that the taste of fresh apple pie 
is astonishing. When the couple finally 
kiss, we realize that sex is not always 
steamy and snickery, but can be the ulti- 
mate tenderness. Starman teaches the 
lesson of the great religions and some of 
the very greatest poets—that we are sur- 
rounded by tremendous beauty and 
meaning. 

Starman’s other lesson is equally re- 
ligious, obvious and important—life, all 
life, is sacred. When Carpenter intro- 
duces military hardware into the movie, 
| was physically revulsed. Things used 
only for killing are ugly. They may be 
necessary, and they're certainly fas- 
cinating, but they're ugly as sin. We just 
don’t notice that because they're 
usually presented to us as objects of 
veneration: Eastwood’s Magnum, 
Schwartzenegger’s sword, John Wayne's 
carbine—these are badges of heroism. 
In Starman, we are treated to the rare 
perception that weapons are horrible. 

Starman is not a masterpiece, merely 
a good movie. My extreme reaction to 
it is, of course, really a reaction to 
Bernhard Goetz. Watching it, my con- 
flicts were resolved, my feelings re- 
vealed. | now know that | neither 
condemn or approve of Goetz’s shoot- 
ing spree. What he did is the act of a 
desperate man in an increasingly des- 
perate society, one that’s largely alien- 
ated from apple pie and morning high- 
ways and tenderness. 

Bernhard Goetz is not to be cheered. He 
is to be pitied. As am |, and maybe you. 
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FUTUREVIEW 


by John Robert Tebbel and Martha Thomases 


The future is about facing new 
choices. “Do | trust my life toa flying 
machine?” is fairly commonplace. It 
has to be faced by more people than 
astronauts. Isaac Asimov and Ray Brad- 
bury are two of those well known for 
their implacable refusal to fly. Making 
choices, especially unexpected ones, 
is part of experiencing the future. 

The future of medicine, in our 
speculations, tended to the cata- 
strophic. Wealthy centenarians live on 
with organs extracted from fitter but 
poorer beings. We imagined drugs de- 
veloped for mind control. We imag- 
ined, quite frankly, a science worthy of 
a chrome-plated Dr. Frankenstein. 
When we came into contact with the 
medical care of the future a few 
months ago we found, we’re relieved 
to report, that the future is more nur- 
turing than we had imagined. 

No one plans to have a premature 
baby. Some may get warnings, based 
on medical history or family traditions. 
Most, however, are like us, going 
about normal business until noticing 
sensation that could be labor con- 
tractions, except that they are happen- 
ing weeks before they are supposed 
tobe. 

By having our baby, Arthur, six weeks 
early, we gained admission to a very 
select club, the Neo-Natal Critical 
Care Unit. The entry requirements are 
tough to meet: Arthur, at just under 
five pounds, had a lung disease fairly 
common in early births (which could 
cause brain damage or death). We got 
off easy; some babies were born 
twelve weeks early and weighed less 
than three pounds, others were nor- 
mally-born babies who needed sur- 
gery. They all were connected to an 
assortment of tubes and monitors and 
were cared for by doctors and nurses 
who specialized in neonatology, the 
treatment of newborns. 

Some babies were in plastic boxes 
or cylinders. Others, those with the 
most tubes and wires, who needed the 
most attention, were on trays, looking 
like an especially pink dissection 
specimen. Parents were the only civil- 
ians allowed into the NCCU. With as 
many as twelve babies being cared for 


at a time by as many doctors and 
nurses, no extra bodies could be tol- 
erated. A parent picking up his or her 
baby is a major occasion, a rarely al- 
lowed, carefully supervised, high-ten- 
sion moment. 

Notso long ago, these babies would 
have died, or led lives complicated by 
severe disabilities. Some still do. Yet 
the medical technology of the future 
that is saving more and more of these 
kids creates as well as solves prob- 
lems. Sometimes, though parents are 
tormented, and medical professionals 
are stressed to the limit, they still lose 
a child, in whole or in part. 

The well-publicized case of “Baby 
Fae” is today’s extreme example of the 
kind of choices parents will routinely 
face in the future. On one hand, 
transplanting a baboon heart into an 
infant sounds like a cheap Universal 
mad scientist picture (c. 1938), not to 
mention more than a little inconve- 
nience to an unsuspecting baboon. 
On the other hand, what would you do 
if she was your daughter, and the doc- 
tors told you this was her best chance? 
We'd all like to think we could 
stomach a little gore if it would save 
our daughter's life, but it’s a capacity 
we hope is never tested. 

Then there‘s the baby who weighed 
20 ounces at birth, or about as much as 
a big bag of Wonder Bread. She was 
hooked up to the appropriate machin- 
ery, but the doctors didn’t have much 
hope. Four months later, she was still 
alive, weighed less than five pounds, 
and still could not live without me- 
chanical assistance. Her hospital tab 
so far? Over $400,000. To leave her on 
the machines could run the bill 
obscenely high, to take her off could 
be legally described as murder. We all 
know how far that much money can go 
when translated into food for the 
world’s truly needy or spare parts for a 
B-52. In this case, it’s one chance for 
one child. 

The machinery we depended upon 
amazed us. The machines and team- 
work were awesome. St. Elsewhere 
doesn’t begin to suggest it. Some 
babies had wires monitoring every as- 
pect of their existence. Our Arthur was 


on a respirator ($35 a day) to keep his 
lungs from collapsing and to maintain 
his oxygen level. A blood gas monitor 
($105 a day) constantly measured the 
amount of oxygen correctly absorbed 
by his immature lungs. Another 
monitor kept his pulse, and watched 
his breathing rate and blood pressure. 
As we said, he got off easy. 

Most of the machines had adjusta- 
ble alarms, all set quite conservatively. 
This meant they went off before there 
was reason for too much excitement. 
It was easy to spot new parents be- 
cause they panicked when they heard 
an alarm. Nurses and old-timers 
glanced around to see what it was. 
Nineteen times out of twenty, nothing 
was wrong. Even when the problem 
was real, as in the case of a baby who 
frequently forgot to breathe, there was 
no panic. Instead, a nurse would calm- 
ly jiggle the baby’s foot to jump start 
the kid’s diaphragm. 

The trend in medicine for the last 
decade has been for the patient to be 
informed, treated with respect, and 
made part of the health-care team. 
Often this means the patient must 
make choices. Expectant mothers at- 
tend classes to learn what birth is like. 
They help make decisions on whether 
to give birth at home or in a hospital, 
whether to use anesthesia, and 
whether they want the company of 
their partners. People in the last stage 
of a final illness sometimes choose to 
reject treatment, preferring to die at 
home, with their families, instead of in 
asterile hospitals. Whatever the future 
holds for us, it’s sure to demand tough 
choices. What's the good news? 
Knowledge makes them easier, Why 
do you think they call it the Informa- 
tion Age? 

How’s Arthur? Just fine now, thanks. 
He can roll over, sit up, eat solid food, 
and laugh, just like other eight month 
old babies. He likes looking at paint- 
ings by Keith Haring, listening to Dr. 
Seuss, music boxes and the Beatles, and 
watching John Palmer on the Today 
show. We eagerly look forward to 
teaching him to talk, walk, and do 
some secretarial work. f 
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COBALT 60 continues next issue 


Fixe years ago, our galaxy—sometimes 
referred to as the Milky Way galaxy—was totally 
destroyed in the final confrontation between 
Sha two ancient and powerful forces. Of course, no one 
from our planet was aware of this. Earth 
had already been blown up through the simultaneous 
detonation of the world’s entire nuclear 
arsenal. Our familiar place in the universe was 
reduced to a vast, dark void. 


Aca that was just the beginning; 

a remarkable prologue in the now long-running 
graphic story saga by Jim Starlin which 
blazed new trails for comics creators and 
helped to launch this magazine. 
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A memorable quote from the Vietnam War, “In order to save the 
village, we had to destroy it,” taken to cosmic proportions, becomes a major 
theme of Metamorphosis Odyssey, the fourteen chapter story which 
provided Epic Illustrated with its first continuing feature (in issues one 
through nine) and which introduced Starlin’s main character, 

Vanth Dreadstar. Vanth, warrior and wielder of the almost mystic power sword, 
was selected by Aknaton, last survivor of the ancient planet of 
Orsiros, as protector of those who would use the Orsirosians’ greatest weapon, 
the Infinity Horn. Its sounding saved the galaxy from Aknaton’s 
millennia-old enemies, the Zygoteans. Saved it...by destroying it. Vanth 
was also saved, but left with the legacy—and the burden—of 
preventing a similar end from coming to a new galaxy. Starlin’s next part of 
the saga, The Price, originally a one-issue black-and-white 
magazine from Eclipse Publications and redone last year by Epic as a full 
color Dreadstar Annual, was the origin of Syzygy Darklock, renegade 
priest turned wizard, who, in the Marvel Graphic Novel, Dreadstar, became 
Vanth’s companion and advisor. The novel detailed Vanth’s marriage 
and his attempt to live in peace as a farmer on the planet, Caldor, home of 
the docile cat people. But, as in the old galaxy, two factions were 
at war in this one, the Monarchy and the Instrumentality. Inevitably, that 
war found Dreadstar, forcing him to assume the burden he hoped to 
avoid: fighting to save this galaxy from the ultimate fate which took the last. 


| they stand as individual stories, Metamorphosis Odyssey, 
The Price, and the Dreadstar graphic novel, all provide essential background 
for a more major part of the saga, one that is still being told in 
the on-going bi-monthly Epic Comic edition of Dreadstar, now in its third 
year. In this book, Vanth is actively engaged in trying to change 
his new galaxy’s rush toward destruction. Along with Syzygy, he is joined by 
Oedi, last of the cat people from the planet Dreadstar used as home; 
Willow, a blind telepath (introduced in a special story that appeared in Epic 
Illustrated #15); Skeevo Phlatus, smuggler and professional scrounge; 
and Doc Delphi, the outlaw group's physician. The main storyline has seen 
Vanth trying to maintain the balance of power by aiding the 
Monarchy, a weaker evil, against the greater force of the Instrumentality— 
particularly as personified by its Lord High Papal—and finding new 
aspects of his own nature when this plan fails because of unexpected intrigues 
within the Monarchy. Later issues focus on his more personal battles 
with the Lord High Papal and his aides. But the strength of the saga comes 
from the elaborate tapestry it is able to weave as an on-going 
title. Unlike many comics, Dreadstar is a story moving toward a definite end— 
some time distant, to be sure—allowing greater progression and changes 
along the way, letting Starlin examine his characters in depth, such as the 
abuse Willow suffered as a child (below) or the lonely, disaffected 
life that molded the Lord High Papal into the cold, powerful being that he is. 
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O, any new comics creation in the last few years, Dreadstar has 
been one of the most versatile, appearing with consistency and quality in 
every kind of new graphic story package as it became available. 

When Marvels editor-in-chief, Jim Shooter, opened the way for a graphic 
novel line, Starlin had Dreadstar in the works (when the decision 
was made that the first should be a Marvel character, Starlin was ready to 
do that too, delivering the best selling Death of Captain Marvel). 
Having once worked together, Shooter and Starlin then began exploring the 
possibility of creator-owned and Marvel-published continuing comics. 
From that grew the Epic Comics line of deluxe comics sold exclusively in 
comics specialty shops with Dreadstar as the first title. In each 
format, Dreadstar has been successful, no small testament to Starlin’s 
writing, drawing, and storytelling abilities. Still, he doesn’t 
do it entirely himself (though he can when time permits). Since the bi-monthly 
Epic comic began, he’s worked with such colorists as Glynis Oliver, Daina 
Graziunas, and Christie Scheele. Jim Novak is his regular letterer, and, since 
issue #5, his penciling has had remarkable inking by Allen Milgrom, 
Josef Rubenstein, Kim DeMulder, and currently, Sam De La Rosa (and occasion- 
ally, Starlin himself). Once in a while, he’s also been known to 
take a suggestion or two from his editor, Jo Duffy. Now, with Dreadstar 
in its fifth year, it has just become the first creator-owned 
comic to appear in two versions. For those who came in late, Epic has begun 
reprinting the deluxe format Dreadstar material in a regular newsstand 
comic entitled Dreadstar and Company. Published monthly, it’s available any- 
where comics are sold. The second issue (cover on the right, with 
inking by Berni Wrightson) is on sale now. It’s another format and another 
world for Dreadstar to conquer. But when you've survived five years 
after your galaxy explodes, what's another world? 
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Dear Stan and Archie, 

In #28’s Feedback, Rick Obermeyer 
levels some generally justified and in- 
teresting criticisms at letters pub- 
lished in Epic. | think that one basic 
reason for the “itemized” approach is 
adesire to deal with all the contents of 
an issue, combined with a realization 
that there is a very limited space in 
which to do it. However, you end your 
reply by saying that postal regulations 
are not “a natural inclination to 
tedium” cause you to publish your cir- 
culation figures. Well, | for one, find 
those figures quite interesting taken in 
view of other publications’ figures and 
in the context of previous years. They 
are an objective insight the popularity 
(not quality) of amag—though not the 
only measure of popularity, Other 
facts come to light too. For instance, 
over the past few years I’ve noticed 
that despite the proliferation of com- 
ics specialty shops, for virtually all 
comic books the percentage of copies 
obtained via subscription is steadily 
increasing. 

The brevity of the Galactus install- 
ments seems to have generated a fair 
amount of protest and comment. You 
make a good point that the series’ 
creators cannot provide any higher 
output, given their other commit- 
ments. But if you wanted to have long- 
er installments, why not just save up 
the work as it comes in until you had 
enough to run, say, twelve pages per 
issue without having to skip an issue 
before the series would be com- 
pleted? 

And speaking about Galactus, | am 
quite interested to see how (or if) this 
series resolves the matter of just what 
Galactus is and how he should be dealt 
with—intellectually, emotionally, and 
practically. Recently, we have been 
told that he should be viewed asa kind 
of elemental “force of nature” in the 
universal scheme of things. Well, all 
right (maybe). But this was then ex- 
tended to say that we should not try to 
stop him consuming worlds (even 
though the strong possibility exists 
that he will again munch up an inhab- 
ited world—and what of all those 
uninhabited worlds that will no longer 
have the chance to develop intelligent 
life?) Just because the natural order of 
things is to have foxes eat rabbits, it 
doesn’t mean that the rabbits should 
lie down and let the foxes eat them. 
Paradoxically, while using the “sancti- 
ty” of nature to justify letting Galactus 
go (and | am talking here of course of 
the recent incident with Reed 
Richards) (i.e,: that we should not op- 
pose the “will” of nature), are we not 
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putting ourselves above nature? For, as 
| said, if it is Galactus’s natural imper- 
ative to consume us, is it not our natu- 
ral duty to resist? Who are we to 
presume to think we know better than 
nature (in this line of thought)? 

1 enjoyed Cobalt 60 very much this 
issue—which is strange, because it left 
me cold last issue. | think the prose 
summary at the start of the episode 
helped put things in context for me so 
1 could better understand what was 
going on. 

T. M. Maple 
Weston, Ont., Canada 


T. M., we don’t think any of Galactus’s 
supporters advocate just sitting down 
themselves and passively being eaten. It 
is, as you say, the nature and the right of 
the rabbit to defend itself as best it can 
from the fox. However, does that justify 
outsiders taking up arms against the fox 
in defense of the rabbits? Do hunters 
protect the weak from the strong, or do 
they destroy nature's balance? We're not 
sure we know. We're also not sure we'd 
let Galactus eat anyone, no matter who 
said so. All we know is, it’s lunchtime, 
and we're hungry, so excuse us. 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

Once again a new Epic and once 
again that ol’ deja vu sensation as | 
flick through your magazine. Al- 
though your standard of story is still 
generally higher than Heavy Metal, | 
felt that you too have become caught 
in the science-fiction and fantasy trap. 
Every month we are presented with 
the next installments of whichever 
sprawling out of control epic you are 
running at the time, with the spare 
pages filled in with a hotch-potch of 
stwist/gag-ending stories and articles/ 
ads for upcoming Marvel projects. 

Aside from the offensive commer- 
cialism of promoting your own prod- 
ucts under the guise of “preview”, | 
feel you have limited yourself with a 
policy of established artists and “safe” 
subject matter. 

There is more than enough science- 
fiction in Epic, and there are more than 
enough big names. What is needed, 
not just in your magazine, but in the 
comics field in general, is a break from 
the traditions and a movement into 
new territory. If you are to reach “the 
next plateau” so rashly announced in 
your first issue, you must at least ex- 
periment. Although | feel that the sub- 
title of science-fiction and fantasy is 
too restricting a qualification to place 
on your creators, surely with a little 


imagination, fantasy in comics can 
come to mean something more than 
half naked barbarians grimly hacking 
away at each other's vital organs. But 
this aside, would it really hurt your 
audience to read a couple of stories 
that do not deal with death on a cosmic 
scale or end with cute one-liners that 
are used to disguise good artists with 
trash scripts. How about one or two 
stories about people doing people 
things. 

1 can see no reason why a man like 
Bill Sienkiewicz (admittedly a man with 
extraordinary, albeit wasted, talent) 
should not be able to produce a moy- 
ing and powerful story that does not 
rely on guns for its drama but on the 
genuine drama of a well-conceived 
plot, But here lies another major fault 
of the magazine. You have no writers. 
Ah, yes, you have people who can re- 
hash old Journey into Mystery strips, 
but these people are copying people 
who couldn't write in the first place. 
Try exercising as much control over 
your scripts as you obviously do in se- 
lecting your artwork. For instance take 
Training Cycle in Epic #28, a story for 
which you broke your big name rule, a 
story with very pretty pictures, but a 
story without any meaning, with no 
thought, did nothing but perpetuate 
the semi-gag last line approach that is 
being used as the formula for almost 
all the short-story science-fiction/ 
fantasy being produced in comics to- 
day. Even the two best creators in #28, 
Dave Sim and Rich Veitch both come 
along wiith a cop-out plot. If you can’t 
think how to finish a story then you 
damn well shouldn’t start it. 

| feel that if you were to change your 
policies regarding subject matter and 
the use of established professionals 
then new blood could leak in, bring- 
ing new oxygen to the fading brain 
cells that continue to regurgitate the 
same ideas month after month. Your 
readership may notice the change. 
Other people (non-comics fans!) 
might just read it. And one day you 
could, possibly, have an adult comic 
on your hands, 

Andrew Moreton 
Sheffield 8, England 


Andrew, just for the record, Bill Sien- 
kiewicz is at work right now developing 
two projects for us, a full color short 
story for Epic Illustrated and a series pro- 
posal for our Epic comics. He's also 
working on a comics series for us with 
one of the most popular writers in the 
business. (We’ll be making announce- 
ments about these projects in the near 


future.) However, we note that after elo- 
quently indicting us for not using what 
you consider good writers on our stories, 
or exercising sufficient control over the 
writing that artists submit to us, you then 
request stories from aman who, while he 
is one of the most talented illustrators 
we've ever met, is an almost totally 
untried quantity as a writer. 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

| really enjoy Epic quite a bit. | just 
have one suggestion. Could you possi- 
bly make the installments of The Last 
Galactus Story a little shorter? 

At six pages a shot, the chapters are 
just too long for me to take in one 
sitting. Maybe you could cut them 
down to two or three pages. After all, 
how much great artwork and fantastic 
coloring can the readers of Epic take? 

So, what do you stay—lets try to get 
The Last Galactus Story appearing in 
shorter installments in the future. | 
think it would be easier on everyone 
that way. 

Barry Dutter 
Scotch Plains, NJ 


Cheap, Barry. Very cheap. And after all 
we've done for you. How sharper than a 
serpent'’s tooth, to have a thankless fan. 


Dear Stan and Archie, 

| recently discovered Epic Illustrated, 
and fell in love with your magazine. | 
am now getting a subscription and 
thought while I’m at it, | might as well 
write and tell you what a good job you 
are doing. Looking over my recently 
acquired back issues, | can see you 
have always been a magazine of high 
standards, providing good entertain- 
ment, inspired artwork and brilliant 
stories. The February 85 issue is no 
exception. A few comments: 

Training Cycle was a joy to behold. 
The story was fair, but the artwork was 
incredible. If Steve Sabella offers any- 
thing else to you, grab it up! 

Toadswart continues to be a joy to 
behold, as well as an intriguing tale. | 
enjoy stories about the fall of powerful 
and madmen. That's why | liked The 
Sacred and the Profane, and that’s why | 
like Toadswart. Tim A. Conrad makes 
every step plain, so we can see every 
folly of Waxworth, and we can see how 
we are being led down the road to 
doom and destruction. The art com- 
plements the story perfectly, and the 
pages seem to be alive with malice, 


gloom and despair. My only complaint 
is the shortness of this installment. 

A Friendly Reminder. It was nice to 
see the little ornery aardvark again, 
but I feel a little disappointed in that it 
seemed like a three page long one- 
liner. The previous one, His First Fifth, 
was funny, not just at the end, but all 
through. It had the kind of humor one 
expects from Dave Sim. But Reminder 
was a gag, a joke starring Cerebus, 
rather than a funny Cerebus story. Not 
what | expected. Still, it’s better than 
nothing. Get more Cerebus stories 
even if you have to chain Sim and 
Gerhard to a drawing board. 

Cobalt 60 is becoming quite inter- 
esting. I'm looking forward to the con- 
tinuing and expanding story. This 
looks like it has the potential to be- 
come a regular series instead of just 
ending after several installments, 
although | doubt it could make it in its 
own comic. 

And now | turn to the one thing you 
are probably going to get the most 
mail on, The Last Galactus Story. First, | 
agree with almost everybody that the 
story is spread out too long and the 
installments are too short. | under- 
stand that John Byrne and Terry Austin 
are too busy to work any harder on it, 
but you could have waited until they 
had done enough to putit out. | would 
not have minded twelve pages every 
two issues. Although | don’t feel as 
strongly aboutitas Al Norris, | do feel a 
little cheated. | also must agree with 
Kathy Li when she says “it doesn’t fit in 
Epic.” She's right, The Last Galactus 
Story should be in a regular comic for- 
mat, rather than Epic. Both the story 
and the art could be presented just as 
well in a regular comic, perhaps even 
better. However, as long as it’s in Epic, 
I'll get Epic because of it. Sowilla lot of 
other people, too. (Incidentally, it was 
a crime to put Bill Sienkiewicz’s name 
on the cover when his art was only in 
the Dune adaptation you previewed.) 

I spite of a few faults, this is still a 
great magazine. Hey, any magazine 
that launched Starlin’s Metamorphosis 
Odyssey can’t be too bad. 

Eddie Maise 
Atlanta, Georgia 


We hope this issue’s Cerebus stories 
are to your taste, Eddie. Admittedly, both 
have gag endings, but we find them to be 
very truthful and perceptive, as well as 
funny. And, in just one or two more is- 
sues, we'll be running a gallery of full 
color Cerebus pin-ups by Dave Sim and 
Gerhard. 
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Dear Stan and Archie, 

My name is Roger L. Lane, CPL 
U.S.M.C. I've been reading Epic for 
quite a while now, it’s hands down the 
best fantasy sci-fi magazine in print. 
I'm writing about an article | read in 
the Feedback column of your Feb. 85 
issue, sent in by David Gaston of New 
York. 

I'd all but completely forgotten 
about sitting in front of the TV and 
watching, what | considered at the 
time, “a little kids show” (Starblazers, 
Spacer Cruiser Yamato, or whatever 
other name it has.) That was five or six 
years ago!! 

That is until | picked up an Aug. 84 
issue of Epic, and then reading David 
Gs letter, all the Wave Motion guns 
and Gamalons started dancing around 
in my head, refreshing my memory of 
sitting there waiting for my ride to 
school. | realize now how very en- 
grossed | was with that show. 

Unfortunately, | haven't seen it on 
any station since those younger 
school days. 

| agree with what Dave had to say 
with the show, however, | would rather 
see the cartoon come back into cir- 
culation. On the other hand, the live 
action movie would be, “an awesome 
force to contend with”. But for me | 
believe the cartoon will always be 
tops. 

Hurry, Starblazers, there aren’t many 
days to save the human race. 

Dragonslander was great!! Please 
keep publishing that good stuff in the 
future. 

Roger L. Lane 
Centralia, WA 


No fear, Roger, we have several more 
jobs by both Rob Rodi and Kent Williams 
in our inventory, to appear over the next 
several issues. As for when the next 
Wotatease story, or any other Rodi/Wil- 
liams collaboration will be, though, your 
guess is as good as ours. 

By the way, we'd like to apologize to 
our readers for any confusion they may 
have experienced while reading Treasure 
Hunt. Due to an error made at the print- 
ers, part of the dialogue was omitted 
from the middle of the story. 


If you have letters or comments you'd 
like to see in these pages, please address 
them to: 

FEEDBACK 

Epic Illustrated 

c/o Marvel Comics Group 

387 Park Avenue South 

New York, NY 10016 
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DANK PITS OF HEL! 


“BUT NONE MORE | 
HARROWING THAN SHE 


WHO SITS THE (NFERNAL | 
THRONE 


HER GAZE |S LIKE A 
LACIER ON THE FROZ 
EA, ALL TRUTH 


AND 
EAUTY, 


|" SHE REVEALED TO ME THE 
ROTTING H ING Z WOULD 


TING. 
BE IF MY COURAGE FAIL 
AND I CRIED OUT- 


BUT NOT FORGET OUR 
COMPANION AT THE FAR 
ENO OF THE GOLDEN 
BRIDGE... 


SPEAR-MAIDS 
WITH EYES OF 
FIRE CARRYING 


THOSE WERE SYGNET AND HER 
SWORD-SISTERS WHO PASSED, 
OVER US NOW, 


wHY 


SYGNET WOULD NOT > 

STAY THEE ONE MOMENTS 

PASSING FROM THY 
COURSE. 


GREYVAL, Q (e 


THE SHIELD- 


(T CAN ONLY MEAN 
HE GIANTS, EM- 
BOLDENED BY THE 


I'VE SEEN ALL I WISH. 


I SWEAR IT, BALDER, THE 
QUEEN OF HEL SHALL 
NEVER OWN MY SOUL. 


BLESS MY 
BOOTS, HERE 
YOU ARE, 
NOBLE SIRS!) 


I must 

STRAIGHTAWAY 

FIND THE NORNS 

AS MY FATHER 
BID. 


Bee. VALIORIE. 


TM BUT A 
POOR OTTER 
WITH THE LEAST 

LITTLE LEAST 
BIT OF PLUCK... 


AND I WAS JUST SAYING TO. 
MYSELF, YOU KNOW, THINKING 
‘AND WONDERING OUT LOUD 
WHETHER AND WHEN WE 
MIGHT BE... 


=. LEAVING. 
THESE PARTS? 


FATE'S WEIRD 
SISTERS DWELL AT 
THE ROOTS 
WORLD TRE 

FOREST BEYOND 
THE SEA OF 
MARMORA 


AT ONCE, 
FOR TIME WAITS 


ON NO 


GOD. 


Sy Tre 
eS OuNEE SE pe Ss ! 


{het eae 


PEOPLE wae SULLEN 
OFA SING. EAU 
GREATEST 


SERVICSS WERE Te 
IN DEMAND. 
= ; 
CY S yy 
= it ; ek 
= LN SS 
ve Vas 
S xe iy, 
é Avage m\ 
: ‘ | 
. Hf 
A WAM ALL MY HEE: HAP READ oF H 


ey ye Lay, FAR 


EE : : is ESE. 


Quen inne IT We co, . \- te 
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USING THE LATEST IN 


SH Oe PICGING 


We. 
INE. LOST CIVILIZATION. 


WE HAD REACHED OUR PESTINTION 1a 
“THEUGHT AND THe aioe, THE BL! 
Te WERE ALMOST TOO MUCH To ENDURE: 


nl 


= 
| "Bay, 


yee 
ll 


| if I 4 a ar 
pee nw oP SSSA 3 = ee 


9 
i 
oy 


MYSTE 


‘No on 
UNNERSE. STILL IS 


SYNOPSIS 


\ “What is this Darkness, this consummate Evil pervading all . . . the 
now forsaken castle chambers. . . the landscapes and villages beyond?” —_, 
So in the year 982 A.D., from a lonely cell, contemplates the dwarf 
Toadswart, retainer of Castle Amplestone. 
Had it commenced with the aystesibas disappearance of the castle’s 


old Lord? Certainly this affected his heir and regent, Prince Waxwroth. 
Suspecting the King of the First Dominion of treacherous designs upon 
Amplestone province, Waxwroth used wealth brutally wrung from his 
subjects to call upon Dark Forces and give life to a hideous creation . . . 
the Golem. 

But while Waxwroth schemed, the King’s army arrived — proof to 
the Prince that someone within Amplestone had betrayed him — and 
the Creature escaped. Not long after, Rupert, Waxwroth’s young son — 
whose coming investiture would also validate the Prince as reigning 
Lord of Amplestone — went plunging to his doom from the castle’s 
clock tower. 

After his son’s burial, Waxwroth issued two orders. One for Coun- 
selor Bitterburr to apprehend and bring to the castle’s dungeon the sus- 
pected traitor . . . Lacknose, the old Lord’s astrologer. The second order 
was for an attack on the King’s encampment involving only Captain 
Flurry and three men . . . plus one other the Prince would provide. 


A:GOTHIC-TALE - of - HORROR-&-MAGICK 
BY-TIM:A' CONRAD 


80 EPIC © 1984 Tim Conrad 


As Bitterburr set to his 
Galling Task, L carried the lamp 
for Waxwroth... 


who plunged precipitous 
pase the twisting 

treacherous stairways 

to chambers deep and 
dark and long 


forgotten... 


The Princes hand trembled as he 

worked the massive Iron Cock— 

he had himself Forged and Raved— 
Over. But he trembled not in Fear. 

He scemed not to be shaking as 

much as being shakern--as 

some Awesome Powerdeep within 

himself now grown outward- 

beyond any human form 

to contain. 


Then, through Waxwwroth'’s tremulous 
lips, T heard that Awful Presence speak: 


“oman! my mani 
COME CAREERING OUT OF THE 
NIGHT OF FAN! 10 FANE 

10 PAN! 10 PAN! Come O' 
THE SEA TO Me! TO me! 


DEVIL OR GOD, TO mE, TO me, 
my man, my mar: 


DO AS 1 WILT AS A GREAT GOD 
CAN, O FAN! 10 PAN! 


2 AMM PAM 10 Pan! Io FAN 
FANS 


PAN! To pant" 


inconceivable Army 2 WAXWUROTH sé THE OAK SO 
had traversed the GOu Heke, LACKHOSE. BUTT 
drawbridge the Fl ual BANG repaying 
Prince was away ss 3 ANY FOWERS TO 
tothe Dungeon... [ae RE 
where the Gaoler 4 : ‘ ’ 

| scomed more 
distraught than 
the Uae 


PLEDGES~-INTENDED 
AN? OTHERWISE-~AND 
THES Ave BROUGHT 

TO THIS PASS 
mone BURELY THAN 

FOOL PRINCE AND 

\ LOYAL RETAINER. 


LEDGES, 
NO DOUBT, OF F BETRAYAL 


ano. TREASON mADE ne 


no PL 
\S CALLED, ZANE BY HE 
WHO MADE IT 


THE HOUR 
APPROACHES, mY BOY, WHEN 
YOU WILL COME TO REALIZE 
THAT... THOUGH, BY 7HE/T, IT 
WILL MOST LIKELY BE 700 

LATE. 


Ais wie re albrd 


YOUR IME HAS COME TIOW... 
5 X = 5 


wit 


AND soon vou) 
WILL Know J OW LONG 
AnD Homidis H Sn BE 
MADE TO L/IGER! 


Y LORD, 1 BESEEA NG 
OU! In THE NAME OF 
YOUR FATHER-- 111 
MEMORY OF YOUR 
(OT 


sOn-~ Po MM 


P'RHAPS 
Now, PRINCE 


# “Gas quick and zasy work for FOOL, YOU WILL HEAR 
Waxwroth to restrain what offered a roe: 
no Resistance. Old Lacknose was 70 
a Bing ME TO YOUR 
summarily bound to the Rack. He POWER, 30 Age 30U BOUND To 
want, if not entirely Willing, more One wiitour enouRine THe 


than simply Resigned... almost, it OTHER, ACTIONS-AS EVERY- 


seemed to me, Purposcfully- 


Waxwroth jerked 
the ratchet three 
notches past tight. 


no more, 
oLp man, Ho 
MORE OF YOUR SENILE 
GIBBERINGS AND ESOTERIC 
AVEATS, NO MORE 


MILORO! 
WHAT CAN you 
HOPE TO OBTAIN 
FROM THIS 
INALISITION 7 


NO MoRE... 


TOADSWART! 
STOKE THE 
BRAZIER' 


“Co my imminent 
Regret and 
Everlasting Shame, 
1 obeyed. 


Thirty-three yeas Having never been treated Do I fanned the Flamcs-- 
of Servitude-as as the Same, I had assuming, as ever, that my 
much to the Inescap- = embraced my Difference. Detachment was Absolution. 
able Condition of my Iwas not one of Tham. Not realizing--then~how 
own Wretched Form 1 was a being of. this Sclf- Deception 

as to the Manor Another Order. Cheir betrayed, in every sense, 
which afforded i+ concerns were not myown, the very Humanity t had 
Protection~-gurded What mattertome how $0 long sought to Deny... 
my hand to that they chose to use and 

Fire. abuse one another 7 


=> 


1 SHALL 
OBTAIN, 
COUNSELOR, 
WHAT 1 DESIRES 
MIFORTATIONL 
HOW LONG HAS THIS 
TREACHEROUS, 


MURDERING 
CHARLATAII Been 
SPIING FOR THE, 


WHAT 
COWARDLY PART 
HAS HE PLAYED In 

my FATHE! 


CIRCLES, BOY 
YOU ILLUSTRATE my Pont! 
YOU BEGIN WITH betes JOU 
| EN? WITH TRUTH, A SHAITIE 


your 
CIRCLES ARE TOO 
SITTALL ee STRIVING TO 
SATISFY YOUR OW 
DESARES, sete 


LINNTS WHAT YOU 
CAN BECOME TO OY, 
WHAT You CAN 
DESIRE, 


LIFE-WHICH YOU 
RESENT BECAUSE YOU THINK 
bs ENDS WITH PEATH, WHICH YOU 
IRIS SO MUCH GRASIDER THAN 
Bou car WhAGINE. BUT YOu 
must LE7 1T HAPPEN. WE CALL IT 
FAITH 1 SEEING THE CIRCLES 
BEYOND YOUR Own. 


Z most 
CERTAINLY HAVE! 1'LL Not BE 
é A WITNESS 10 THis SENSELESS 
rerHars \ CELE. 


you've min? P 


SEEN } ; 
“ent YU, 1] “But £ would. tn all my (fe, my very 
} 3a | Presence had dered only 
‘ of Revulsion and Ridicule-clen some 
. Atavistic Fear, “Sanseless crucity” indeed! 
What did any of Them snow about 
Sansclessness or Cruclty % 


RATHER, 
WAXWROTH, 
SHOULD YOU 
5€é THORE. 
One€ FINAL... 
{LUSTRATION 


T was 
infuriated! 
1 wanted to 
shout and 


At Waswroth, for his Supreme 
Arrogance: At Bitterburr, for his Moral 
Cowardice! At God Himself, for his 
Incomprehensibility and Harshness: 
“But most especially at Lacknose... 
for his Setf- Righteous Evocation of the 


wanted them all to suffer as f had 
suffered! 


“But Lacknose... 


Bye 


y4 


+» 


% 
a 
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af POWER uP THE 
3 SHUTTLE ANO WE'LL 


CHEER UP FORBES. 
YOU'LL SOON BE 
SNUGINTHESOIL fF 
OF MOTHER EART 


ANO T’LL HAVE EARNED 

A THIRTY OAY TICKET TO 

EVERYTHING THE GALAXy’S 

BEST PLEASURE WORLOS 
HAVE TO OFFER. 


ORBIT 

STABILIZED, 

THRUSTERS 
OFF. 
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OF COURSE, FORBES HERE 

WOULD NEVER APPROVE. 

HE WORKED HARD, SAVED 

EVERYTHING, AND DIED. 

RICH, RICH... BUT HORNY. 

ANO NOW HE FINALLY 
SPENOS IT- 


-- ON A FANCY FUNERAL 
SERVICE HE CAN'T 
SEE OR FEEL. MOST 
EXPENSIVE BURIAL, 
OF THEM ALL... THE 
RETURN TO THE 
CRAOLE OF MANKINOS 

WELL, FORBES-- 


-- WHEN T GET MY PAY 
FOR DELIVERING ¥% 
IM GONNA WALLOW 
IN EVERY CREDITS 

WORTH. 


7, 


THE SOONER THE WALLOWING. 
BEGINS. LET'S SEE-- 


-- 4/ SOUTHLING, ASSHOLE 
WOULO WANT 10 66 BURIEO 
OUT IN THE MIOOLE OF 
NOWHERE. ALTHOUGH-- 


rf LALERTATINN ALATA ANAT IAN. 
LENA MLL ALSO 


LALLA LNT LLL 


rvvaped 1! 
RTL LLL 


--ONE PART OF THiS ABANDONED. 
DUSTBALL OF A PLANET IS PRETTY 
MUCH LIKE ANOTHER. EXCEPT TO 

SENTIMENTAL JERKS LIKE YOU, 

FORBES. COPES WHO'VE ONLY 

HEARD OF CIVILIZATION'S HOME 

WITHOUT EVER SEEING WHATAN 
ARMPIT IT'S BEC-= 


VLG A 


SSS YL 


a Auman, VOICE...? 
NOBODY'S CRAZY 
ENOUGH 710 LINE IN THIS 
FALLOLUIT-WASTED NO 
MAN'S LANO. EXCEPT 
FOR BURYING IT'S-- 


WAIT A MINUTE! THOSE BASTARDS. He i 
Aue COMpaNy..2 THey've SENT [Ali 
SOME LITTLE KIGSASS TO CHECK UP. 
‘ON ME! WELL, FORGES |S PLANTED 
RIGHT WHERE, THEY'RE PAYING Me 

IT 


| rm , _ 
| Pr 


MINE MINE MING MINEMINEMINEMINEMINEMINEMINEMINEmiNe 


THAT. THATS NOT HUMAN, 


MIM CALL TUST SOUNDS A ime 1 
LIKE A REAL VOICE... 


CHRIST! W- WH, 
WHAT ARE yOu 
HERE? THEY'VE 
ALWAYS SAID NOBODY |] 
J WAS LEFT ONTHIS-- ff 
WHATEVER e ~ 
IT 1S...LM 
CATCHING IT 
AT FEEDING 
T- 


OH, BUT THERE /S, 
STRANGER, HIM. 
ANO us. Ane THE 


“THEY LEFT US, YOU KNOW. YOUR KIND. DION'T WANT 
To TAKE MUTANTS OUT TO THE STARS.. THEIR BRIGHT 
NEW COLONIES... SHINY PLEASURE WORLD: 
US HERE TO DIE.,. TO BE FORGOTTEN. 


BUT WE FOUND 
AWAY To LIVE... 
ON THE 0€4Q. 


Ny Anes 


XS 


AN 


AN 


\V 


Tay 


= £ YOU'LL DO US MUCH 
LIKE I JUST... SAW? LOOK, THEY CAN MAKE MORE GOOD BY STAYING. 
I CAN HELP YOU. JUST LETME SURE NOTHING EVER WE CAN USE SOME... 
GET OUT OF HERE AND BACK COMES HERE AGAIN... FRESH MEAT... 
HOME. T/LL EXPLAIN YOUR Z NOT EVEN BURIAL 
PROBLEM SO THEY CAN-~ SHIPS! 


MAYBE THAT WiLL KEEP =~ TRANSPORTED 
THEM TO BUSY To COME VOLUPTARIANS ACROSS 
AFTER ME. INTERGALACTIC BOUIN- 
DARIES FOR IMMORAL 

PURPOSES-- 


-~ BUT THE FIRST 
TIME IGETA 
STRAIGHT JOB, 
I NEARLY GeT 

EATEN! 


gesus/ ve RUN 5 S = 
ILLEGAL ARMS TO | Soon as zm sack, 

SANNA FOUR PAY AND TURNING. 
IN MY FLIGHT CARO! 


HOME ‘ BRIGHT NEW COLONIES WAS CORRECT, 

YOU MUTANT MONSTER! ANDO WHILE YOU'RE ALL 

ROTTING FOREVER ON OLD EARTH, I’M GOING 
To BE LOST IN THE VERY BR/GHTEST-- 


INVENTING A FEW 
THEY HAVEN'T 7HOUGAT 
OF YET. 


=- TAKING 

ADVANTAGE OF 
EVERY DELIGHT 
THE PLEASURE 
WORLDS HAVE 


IT'S GOING To BE 

LIKE A DREAM. BUT 

ONE WHERE I NEVER 
HAVE To-~ i 


WAKE uP/ 
SCAVENGERS ARE 7 N [ ENOUGH FOOD 
BACK. WITH A W UNLOAD THE FOR WEEKS! COME 
Wi BovlIEs/ ON/ SOONER OR 


FACE REALITY 
Like US ANYWAY! 


REALITY 2/ LIVING 
ON THIS GRAVEYARD 
WORLD... EATING THE 
DEADZ.T CANT FACE 
I WON'T FACE 
THAT! JUST LEAVE ME! 
LEAVE ME ALONE! 


MISERABLE CREEPS! 
GOT TO BLOCK ‘EM OUT, 


FROM THAT LAST FIX. 
TIME TOSTART TAKING 
I A HEAVIER HIT. YEAH... 


fairy tale 
for grown-ups 


J.M. DeMatteis 
& Jay Muth 


A twelve issue (gia erag tas ea} from Epic Cites 


ON SALE NOW AT COMICS SPECIALTY SHOPS 


niidenind = ee 


THE BLACK DRAGON: TM aind © 1985 Christopher Clarembotand John Bolton. 


All rights reserved. EPIC COMICS IS. registered trademark of the Marvel Comics Group. 


‘ %& . . ; 
~— a historical fantasy 


« .by-CHRISTOPHER CLAREMONT 


= and JOHN BOLTON. 


On sale in March. 


From Epi¢ Comics. 


